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stared into the darkness: this is Revolution and
I am a revolutionary. It had been pleasant to
mutter that to oneself when it all began, but now
it seemed to hold meanings too deep for Juha to
penetrate. If we could all go back to the old
order now; I have saved well over five hundred
marks, and that's something to the good. A
dreadful feeling that there is no more going back
for him overwhelms Juha. The master of Paitula
has vanished into the house and the silence
around Juha is unbroken.

When Juha returns to the house with his load
the master of Paitula is standing in the living-
room near the door; he stands in his usual
haughty gentleman's attitude, his face is dark
red, his jaw is thrust out. Rinne is questioning
him again. As Juha passes with his load behind
the gentleman's back he hears him answer Rinne
in a violent tone and with a self-conscious jerk
of his body. Juha takes the wTood into the
kitchen, comes back into the living-room and in
reply to the gentleman's recent remark says:

" Capital's been oppressing the poor people's
liberty so long that it's neither here nor there
if one gent has to use his legs a little."

Juha's words break in on the genuine suspense
of the moment with the effect of a tactless inter-
ruption by a poor relative. Rinne is seated on
one of the beds with his elbows on his knees, a
cigarette between his fingers; he gives a grimace